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of a man named Harry and a third girl who lived with the family and herded
their sheep. Harry had gone to work building the day school, and his family
had moved over to join that of his wife's mother, Mrs. Mucho. We found them
living in two brush enclosures, with a red truck in the distance and a good
wagon and water barrel near the shelters. Mrs. Mucho was sitting with a
little girl in one shelter, another woman in the other, and Mrs. Harry with her
youngest baby was under a tree near by. Two other little girls were playing
around the truck. This was our first encounter with this family.
We shook hands with Mrs. Mucho and offered her a cigarette which she
refused. We sat in silence for some minutes until she inquired what we wanted.
We had hardly finished explaining when she began to say she didn't want us
to test these children because she knew it was just to line them up for the day
school. We told her this was not so, but it had no effect. She went on to say
that the two we wanted to work with stuttered so they could hardly speak,
they didn't talk much even to the family, and they weren't big enough to take
tests anyway. Moreover she wasn't going to have them go to the day school,
especially the one she was raising. During this tirade the girls* mother said
nothing. The little girls kept a safe distance but came to where their mother
was sitting to peek at us through the brush now and then. When the smallest
one started to cry, the grandmother pointed to us, and Bertha said she was
telling her that I would take her away if she cried. There was no shaking
Mrs. Mucho's belief, apparently, though we brought up every argument we
could think of.
After some time Mucho arrived, came into the shelter, and shook my hand
quite affably. We explained it all to him, and he said that the decision was up
to the women. Finally, Mrs. Harry spoke up from behind her tree. She said
she thought it was all right for us to test the children, but she was afraid her
mother had spoiled it for us by the talk she had been making, which the
children had heard. She called the younger of the ones we wanted over and
asked if she would do it, but the child said, "No." Mrs. Harry said she guessed
the child had taken her grandmother's advice. Mucho made some dark re-
marks about white people who go behind hills and take pictures of children
pretending they are making pictures of the view. Then he walked off.
We asked about the older girl, but Mrs. Mucho said she couldn't spare her
from the herding. She said the girl's family had let them have her when she
was little to take care of the crippled woman in the other shelter, and now she
was just the same as their chili She never came near when there was any
company, anyhow.
As an afterthought, Mrs. Mucho began to fuss about how we knew the chil-
dren's names, and how Dr. Kluckhohn knew them when we said we got them
from him. She wanted to know why Dr. Kluckhoha never came to see them,
I told her it would be easy to find out their names, as from their father for
instance, without coming away out where it was so hard to locate them. Also
maybe she acted towards all white visitors the way she had towards us, so of
course they wouldn't come here much.
Finally I told her that I wasn't mad at her, but that I didn't know how to